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Launce, Pray you let’s haue no more fooling, about if, but g'nrc 
mee your bleffing : I am / auncelet your boy that was, your forme 
that is, your child that fhall be. 

gob. I cannot thinke you are my fonne. 

Lame. I know not what I (hall think of that : but T am Launce - 
let the Iewes man, and 1 am furc LMargene your wife is my mo- 
ther. 

Gob. Her mm? is Afargerie indeede, ile be fworne if thou bee 
Lamcelety thou art mine owne fiefhand blood: Lord worfhipt 
might he be, what a beard haft thou got $ thou haft got more hairc 
on thy chinne, then Dobbin my phiihorfe hafe on his taile. 

Launce. Itftiould feeme then that Dobbins taile growes back- 
ward. Iamfutehcehad more hair e of his taile then I haue of my 
face when I loft faw him. 

gob . Lord how art thou changd : how dooft thou and thy Ma- 
tter agree, I haue brought him a prefent *, how gree you now ? 

Launce. Well, well, but for mine owne part, as I haue fet vp my 
reft to runneaway,fb 1 will not reft till I haue runne fome ground*, 
my Maifter’s a very Iewe, giue him a prefent, giue him a halter, I 
am famiftt in his feruice. You may tellcuery finger I haue with 
my ribs : Father I am glad you are come, giue me your prefent to 
one Maifter Haffanio, who in deede giucs rare newc Lyuories, if I 
ferue not him, I w ill runne as farreas God has any ground. O rare 
fortune, heere comes the man, to him Father, for I am a lewe if I 
ferue the Iewe any longer. 

Enter BafTanio with a follower or two. 

r BaJf. You may doe fo, but let it be fo hatted that (upper be rea- 
dy at the fartheft by fiue of the elocke : fee thefe Letters deliuered, 
put the Lyueriesto making, and &zhxzGrMiam to come anone to 
my lodging. 

Launce. T o him Father. 

gob. God bleffe your worfhip* 

Gramercie, wouMft thou ought with me. 

6 obbe. Hecre’s my (onne fir, a poore boy. 

Launce. Not a poore boy fir, but the rich Iewes man that would' 
fir as my Father fhall (pccifie.. 
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Gob. He hath a great infeaion fir, as one would fay fo 

Last. Indeede the fhort and the long is, / ferue the lewe A haue 

a defire as my Father fhall fpecifie. v 

Gob. His Maifter and he (fauingyour worfhtps reuercnce) a e 

{C Tart C To^briefe, the very truth is, that the Iewe hauing done 
me wrong, dooth caufe me as my Father being I hope an old man 

fll ^ U IhaueheL?adifii ofDoues that I would bedowvppon 
your worlhip, and my fute is. 

; i aUt In very briefe, the fute is impertinent tomyfelrc, as your 
worlhip (hall knowe by this honed old man, and though 1 fay it, 
though old man, yet poore man my Father. 

Baf. One fpeake for both, what would you 5 
Lam. Serueyoufir. 

Gob. That is the very defefl of the matter fir. 

'’Baf I know thee well, thou had: obtaind thy fttfe, 

Shylocke thy Maider fpoke with me this day, 

And hath preferd thee, if it be preferment 
To leaue a rich Iewes feruice, to become 
The follower offo poore a Gentleman. 

Clowne. The old prouerb is very well parted betweene my Mai- 
der Shylocke and you fir, youhaue the grace of God fir, andhee 
hath enough. 

Baf. Tliou fpeakd it well-, goe Father with thy Sonne 
Take leaue of thy old Maider, and enquire 
My lodging out, giue him a Lvucric 
More garded then his fellowes : fee it done. 

florvne. Father in, I cannot get a feruice, no , I haue nere a tong 
in my head, we\ : if any man in Italy haue a fayrer table which 
dooth offer to fiveare vponabookc, I(ha!l haue good fortune; 
goe too, heere’s a fimple lync of life, heeres a fmall tryfle of wiues, 
alas, fifteenc wiues is nothing, a leuen widdowes and nine maydes 
is a fimple commingin for one man, and then to (cape drowning 
thrice, arid to be in perrill of my life with the edge of a featherbed, 
heere are fimplefcapes •• vvell.ifFortuncbea woman fhe’sawopd 
wench for this gere : Father come, ile take my leaue ofthe Iewe in 



